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Greek Apollo approving. Me, at least, it kept always gasping
for breath with my skin prickling all over and my lungs as
if filled with ashes. Except for that the frame was very good.
It has never been my privilege, anywhere, to be received
into the homes of what the French call the petite bourgeoisie—
the more prosperous artisans, the smaller store-keepers, the
lesser but comfortably off functionaries, the retired com-
muters. At Flemington, however—I suppose because they
liked what I wrote about their trial—I rather was so received
at one time or another during those long weeks. And I felt
at home. There were extraordinarily silent men with harsh,
hanging hands and Abraham Lincoln-like faces who sat
for hours without moving or speaking in rooms all shining
linoleum, bentwood furniture, and tombstone-like sewing-
machine cases; and very taciturn hard-featured women
bent over stoves or polishing stair-balustrades occasionally
smiled rather nicely. And oyster-stew for breakfast. . . .
Yes, whatever they may tell you, when the snow is on the
ground they do have oyster-stew for breakfast, in Christmas
week in the Eastern sea-board, and so they do in Pennsyl-
vania—Dutch Pennsylvania; and the baked beans and pork.
And ham and egg and pumpkin-pie and—even the vegetable
plate are all amazingly appetizing on a cold sunlit day
when you come in slapping your hands. . . . And I who
never wear gloves! . . . And beans out of an authentic
New Jersey bean pot are . . . well, I won't say as good as
cassoulet de Castelnaudary* but . . . No, you shall not make
* Cassoulet de Castelnaudary is made of white haricots, as new as possible,
so that it is best eaten in the autumn when the beans come straight
off the vines. They are stewed in mutton broth until just tender, then a
piece of goose, a piece of mutton, some truffled liver-sausage in slices, a
small quantity of tomato juice, fines herbes, and garlic to taste are added.
Then the cassoulet in its earthen casserole is put on the corner of the stove
to simmer for hours and hours, for twenty-four if you like, or longer.
An hour or so before serving it is grantinfd—sprinkled with breadcrumbs
and grated cheese with little lumps of butter and put into the oven.
In the famous inn of Castelnaudary there is a stove that has never been
out since the fourteenth century and never without a cassoulet on it. ...
And is this too not an instance of how civilization has gone along the
Great Route—the white haricot having gone from Montpellier to Mont-
pelier,Vt.?

